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My name is Kyle, I 
was born on a farm 
outside of Britain. I 
was raised just 
outside the city. I 
have a brother who as 
named BeHemoth, he 
learned magery 
and went on to run his 
own margery shop. I 
felt I needed to become 
successful as well 
and left home. 

I went to the city and 
looked for work and 
soon joined the crew 
of a ship, I started 
importing hides and 
sewn goods from the 
islands off of Britain. 

I would kill the 
animals in Ocllo and 
Moonglow and sell the 
hides in Britain. This 
is how I got my start 
with swords. 

The work was hard 
and the pay was 
cheap so I soon came 
back home worked and 
with my parents 
worked with my 
parents again. Once 
back home my father 
leanred of my new 
swordsmanship skill 
and decided to help me 
train it more. He also 
worked on his 


parrying and tactics. 

I also went trained 
with my brother, 
BeHemoth, who tried 

to teach me magery, 

but like before, I just 
couldn't get the hang 
of it. So I resigned to 
the fact that I'd have to 
use scrolls for 
recalling and other 
spells I wanted to use. 
But I worked hard and 
became a good fighter. 
I then went on to fight 
monsters around 
Britain, but anyone 

who has fought there 
before knows 

monsters come few 

and fare between. 

I then heard of an orc 
camp around the Cove 
area when I was at my 
brother's mage shop. 

So I packed my things 
and left again. Once I 
got to cove I setup a 
small camp inside the 
town gates. And 

headed to the orc camp 
with other fighters. I 
keep fighting for a 
long time. The town 

of Cove was most 
thankful for the 
protection and repaid 
us with armor, 

weapons, and food. 

But eventually we 
killed off all the orcs 
around that area. 

I then heard about 
the city of Pax Lair, a 
new city that needed 
guards. So I once again 
packed my things and 
headed north. Upon 
arrival at Pax Lair I 


was greeted warmly 

and given work at the 
traven there. 

Although not quite the 
job I wanted, I knew I 
had to build up my 
trust. So I worked 
hard and eventually 
became a citzen. I 
became a guard a short 
time afterward. I 
patrolled the city 
almost daily fighting 
crimnals and the 

worst villians Pax 
Lair has faced to this 
day. I tangled with 
the likes of LSD, a 
weird, but strong 
fellow. 

But after a while of 
loyal guarding I news 
travelled to me that 
my father had 
recently died; 
heartbroken I resigned 
and left for home. 
When I got there I 
helped my mom 
finish off the that 
harvest season and 
sell the crops. She 
then sold the farm 
and gave my brother 
and I a share of the 
money. My brother 
had recently bought a 
big new house so she 
went to live with him. 
I felt kind of jealous 
so I once again left 
Britain, but I went to 
Vesper and again 
worked in the 
shipping industy and 
did a bit of cooking and 
bar tending in a traven 
in Vesper. I then used 
he money I got from 


working and my 

mother’s money to buy 

a house just outside 
Vesper. I was content 
for a long while. I got 
my license to enter the 
new lands and used 

the entrance near my 
house to hunt almost 
every day. But alas 
all good things must 
come to an end. Lord 
British's new housing 
laws forced me to 

give up my house, alas 
I bought it used. Tis 
sad bought it forced 

me to move on. 

I decided to go back 
to Pax Lair. I then 
met up with the 
quildmaster of the 
Knights of Pax Lair. 


